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Q* Q thouwell sfcjldm curfe‘,ft ay a while, 

Aiw teach me how to cur fe mine enemies, 

Q*. Afar. Forbeare to ftcepe the nigbtsandfaft the dai^ 
Compatedead happinefle wirh liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 
Andhethat flew them fouler then he is, 

Betts ing thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer worfe* 

Reuolmng this, will teach thee how to curie. 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 

Q^Af .Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce life mine^ 
KDfh Why fhould calamttie be full of words? Em M«te y 
. Q#, Windie atturnies to your Chens woes, 

• Aerie Cu.cceedcrs of iniedateioies, 

• Poore breathing Orators of miferies, 

•Let them haue foope, though what they do impart* 

• Helps notat all, yet do they eafethe heart, 

t J)nc, I f fo,then be not toong- tide>go with me. 

And tn the breath of bitter words,lets fmother . ^ 

My damnedfonne, which thy twofweet fpnoes Imotherd* 

.1 heare his drum,be copious in exciaimes, 

Enter Km Rickard marching mib drummed 

andTrumpttf, 

'King, Who intercepts my expedition* 

J)nch, A (he, that might haue intercepted thee 
,By ftrangling thee in her accused wombe, 
fromal! the "(laughter:- wretch.that thou h. ft done, 

Q#, Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowns 
Where fhould he grauen,ifthat tight were right. 

The daughter of the Prince that owed that Crown?, 

And ihe dire death of my twofonnes,and brothers". 

Tell me thou villainc ftaue, where are my children* 

Dtich , T hou tod.‘,thdutodc, where is thy brother Clarence 
And little Ned Piantagenet, his fonne? 

Where is kind Hayings s RiUtny augntm,Gruji 
King, Aflourifh rumpet- ftiike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauensftoarc iheic tel- tale women 

Lade on the Lofoi^nnointed. Strike 1 fey, Tkttvumftti 

Euhc" be patient, and uurut ms fttirc, ft** 


of Richard the third., 

fit with the clamorous report of war? 

Thus will I drowne pur exclamations. 

<7)0 Art thou my fonne* 

K ,„\ I, I thank God, my father and your felfe, 
rp Ht Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition* 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Du. I will be mild and gentle in ray fpcech. 

Kin. And briefe good mother for I am in haft» 

Du. Art thou fo liaftic I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowcs in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you* 

Du. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grccuous burthen was thy byrth to me. 

Techie and waiward was thy infancic, 

Thy fchoolc-daics frightful,defperatc,wilde,and furious! 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmed, proud ,fubtiI,bloudie,trechcrous» 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

/C/.Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo difgratious in your fight. 

Let rae march on, and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeake,for I (hall neucr fee the more, 
Kwg. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror. 

Or I with griefc and cxcrcamc age (hall perifh, 

And nquer looke vpon thy face againet 
Therefore take with thee my moll heauie curie. 

Which in the day of battaile tire thee more 

Then all the compleat armor that thouwearlt. 

My piaiersot) the aducrfcpartic fight, - 

And there the little foules of Edwards children, 

Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And piomifethcm fucccftc and viftorie* ^ 
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